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cheerfully, "but that ought to make it amusing. Men
are easy enough to handle. It's women who are so awful
There are some frightful old cats among those Lotus
creatures. They come swarming and drooping all over
you, and all the time they're poking their long noses into
your affairs and making up the most fiendish lies. Give
me men. I wish there were some in this club,"
"Miss Cadnam, you don't really," said Miss Snares-
brook reproachfully.
"Yes, she does, and so do I," said Miss Morrison,
roused for once from her languid disgust, "and so will
you when you've been here as long as we have. I'm not
so terribly keen on men—most of them are pretty foul,
so far as I can see—but a few here would be a pleasant
change. The ones we do get as visitors are usually fairly
hopeless, but even then I like to see them down here,
trying to pretend they don't mind the foul food. There
are too many girls here. Ugh! Too much feminine slush
and slop. Too much powder and lipstick and cold cream.
Too many stockings and silk jumpers. Too many hot-
water-bottles and bedroom slippers. Too much messi-
ness and brightness and depressingness and sympathy.
Every time I hear some man clumping about here, and
see him sit down, all solid and thick, I'm delighted—I
don't care how terrible he is. Too many women about.
Revolting!"
"Whoops!" cried Caddie. "Go on, my dear. Don't
stop now,"
"Talk about girls living their own independent lives!"
Miss Morrison continued, pink and defiant. "It's a
marvel to me that after living here a year or two and
being faced with the prospect of living here for donkey's
years like some of the poor old things—"

